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you may consider whether yon should barely acknowledge
an obligation to an unknown friend, or pass the matter
altogether in silence. In my opinion, my first idea was
preferable to both, because I cannot see what earthly
connection there is between the song and the novel, or
how acknowledging the one is fathering the other. On
the contrary, it seems to me that acknowledgment tends
to exclude the idea of farther obligation than to the ex-
tent specified. I forgot also that I had given a copy of
the lines to Mrs. Macleod of Macleod, from whom I had
the air. But I remit the matter entirely to you and
Erskine, for there must be many points in it which I
cannot be supposed a good judge of. At any rate, don't
let it delay your publication, and believe I shall be quite
satisfied with what you think proper.
I have got from my friend Glengarry the noblest dog
ever seen on the Border since Johnnie Armstrong's time.
He is between the wolf and deer greyhound, about six
feet long from the tip of the nose to the tail, and high
and strong in proportion: he is quite gentle, and a great
favorite: tell "Will Erskine he will eat off his plate with-
out being at the trouble to put a paw on the table or
chair.1 I showed him to Mathews, who dined one day
in Castle Street before I came here, where, except for
Mrs. S., I am like unto
1 [In the letter accompanying his gift, Glengarry says: " TTIa name is
Maida, out of respect for that action in which my brother had the honor
to lead the 78th Highlanders to victory." Writing to Joanna Baillie,
April 12, Scott describes his new friend as "the finest dog of the kind
in Scotland. . . . He is between the deer greyhound and mastiff, with a
shaggy mane like a lion; he always sits beside me at dinner, his head as
high as the back of my chair j yet it will gratify you to know that a fa-
vorite cat keeps him in the greatest possible order, and insists npon all
rights of precedence, and scratches with impunity the nose of an animal
who would make no bones of a wolf, and pulls down a red deer without fear
or difficulty. I heard my friend set up some most piteous howls, and I as-
sure you the noise was no joke, all occasioned by his fear of passing puss,
who had stationed himself on the stairs."—Familiar Letters, vol. i.
p. 358.]
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